John insisted as a moral gesture though well aware that the
outcome was a foregone conclusion) had for the second time
condemned it to destruction, its author was not unnaturally
exceedingly tired. . . .
She had, as the American journalist May Lamberton
Becker expressed it, torpedoed the Ark and Mr. and Mrs.
Noah had emerged and imposed their views, with tem-
porary success, upon such territories as were under their
control. What nobody foresaw was that the re-publication
in Paris would be followed by translation into eleven lan-
guages, by the triumph of the book in the United States of
America and the sale of more than a million copies. The
author herself would probably have felt less tired had
she been able to look ahead, to read in advance some of the
many thousands of letters that came to her later from men
and women in every walk of life, of every age and every
nationality in all parts of the world, and that continued to
reach her through the years and come now, even after her
death, from remote places where that death is still unknown.
She would have felt less tired had she known that fourteen
years after publication The Well of Loneliness in America
alone would have a steady annual sale of over one hundred
thousand copies. . . , But though she was an indomitable
fighter, she was no prophet, and so far as she could judge
her book might well be dead-----There was nothing more
she could do for it and she was very tired. In all her life
she had never needed a rest so badly and just at that moment
there came an indication that this rest might with advantage
be combined with business if only she would agree to cross
the Channel....
Applications were being made for the rights of translation
and since the book had become contraband neither manu-
scripts nor proofs could enter the British Isles.
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